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where I had wept before ; and again weeping and
ashamed, said : ' If this lad}7 but knew of my condition,
I do not think that she would thus inock at me ; nay,
I am sure that she must needs feel some pity/ And in
my weeping I bethought me to write certain words, in
the which, speaking to her, I should signify the occasion
of my disfigurement, telling her also how I knew that
she had no knowledge thereof ; which, if it were known,
I was certain must move others to pity. And then,
because I hoped that peradventure it might come into
her hearing, I wrote this sonnet:—
even as the others mock, thou mockest me ;
Not dreaming, noble lady, whence it is
That I am taken with strange semblances,
Seeing thy face which is so fair to see :
For else, compassion would not suffer thee
To grieve my heart with such harsh scoffs as these.
Lo ! Love, when thou art present, sits at ease,
And bears his mastership so mightily
That all my troubled senses he thrusts out,
Sorely tormenting some, and slaying some,
Till none but he is left and has free range
To gaze on thee. This makes my face to change
Into another's ; while I stand, all dumb,
And hear my senses clamour in their rout.
This sonnet I divide not into parts, because a division
is only made to open the meaning of the thing divided :
and this, as it is sufficiently manifest through the reasons
given, has no need of division. True it is that, amid
the ivords whereby is shown the occasion of this sonnet,
dubious words are to be found ; namely, when I say that
Love fills all my spirits, but that the visual remain in life
only outside of their own instruments. And this difficulty
it is impossible for any to solve who is not in equal guise
liege unto Love ; and, to those who are so, that is manifest
which would clear up the dubious words. And therefore
it were not well for me to expound this difficulty, inasmuch
as my speaking would be either fruitless or else superfluous.
A while after this strange disfigurement, I became

